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By
MARY ROBERTS RINEHART

“Madame will retire?™

“You little fool! You know what
I am ready for!"

The mald stood still, Her wiile,
bovine eves, filled with alarm, watehed
the countess ns she moved swiftly
across the room to her wardrobe,
When she turned about again, she held
in her hand & thin black riding crop.
Minna's ruddy color fuded, She knew
the Loscheks, knew thelr furles,

‘Madame!" she cried, and fell on
her knees, “What have I done? Oh,
what have 1 done?”

“Phat Is what vou will tell me." safd |
the countess, and Wt dawn '.‘|.-~|
erop. A Hvid strlpe across the glel’s |
face turned slowly 1o 1

“I have done nothing, I vent It |
M ro ey, holn me! T have 83 [
nasel '

Tl |
on
LIk 1
hru 0 |
ward

“} Have Done Nothing, | Swear IL"

tinued to strike pltless blows into
which she put all her fury, her terror,
her frayed nnd rmgged nerves, |

The girl on the Hoor, from whimpwer-
1 .

Ing, fell to crying hard, with great
nolseless sobs of paln and bewilder-
ment, When at last the Mows censed,
she luy ptill,

The countess prodded her with her
foot. “Get up” she commanded.

But she wus sturtled when she saw
the girl's fuce, It wos she who was
the fool. The welt would tell its own |
story, and the other servants would
talk, It was alremdy a deep purple,
and swaollen. Both  women were
trembling, The countess, stifl holding |
the crop, sat down, !

“Now " she sald., "“You will tell me
to whow you gave u certadn small book |
of which you know." |

“L mndonme |

“You"

“But what book? 1 have given noth-
Ing. mudame, 1 sweur it

“Then you admitted some one to
this room ¥

“No one, madame, except—"
hesitauted,

“Well?"

“There caome this afternoon the men
who clean madame's windows, No one
else, madame.”

She put her hand to her cheek, and
looked furtively to sce If her fingers
were stulned with blood. The countess,
muttering, fell to furlous pacing of
the room, Bo that was It, of course.
The girl was telling the truth. She
was too stupld to lle. Then the com-
mittee of ten Indeed knew every-
thing—had known that she would be
Jaway, had konown of the window clean-
ers, bad koown of the safe, and her
possession of the code,

She dismissed the girl sod put away
the riding crop, then she smoothed the
disorder of her halr und dress, The |
ecourt physiciun, calling & half hour
Inter, found her reading on a L’lltliﬁt“
longue In her boudolr, looking pale and
bandsome, and spent what be consid-
ered a pleasant half hour with her,

Then at last he wus gone, and she
went about her heavy-hearted prepary-
tions for the night. From a corner of
her wardrobe she drew a long pens-
aot’s cape, such a cape ns Miona
might wear. Over her bead, Instead
of n hat, she threw a gray vell. A care-
legs disguise, but all that was neces-
sary. The sentries through and about

She

| s

trap, and that in Hier absence the vault |
would not be looted agnin? It con-
mloed now something Infinitely val-
wable and Ineriminating—the roll of
fim, She glanced about, amd secing n
Wiver vawe of roses, hurrledly emptiod
the water out, wrapped the fim In
oiled paper, and dropped 1t down
among the stems,

The Street of the Wise Virgine was
not nenr the palace. Eveén by wulking
briskly she was in danger of belng
Inte, The wind kept her back, too,
Then, at Inst, the Street of the Wise
Virgine and the fiacre, standing at the
curb, with a driver wrapped In rogs
ngningt the cold of the February night,
andd his but pulled down over hig eyes,
The countess stopped beside him.

“You are expecting a passenger?

“Yer, madnme.”

With her hand on the door, the
conntess remlized that the fluere wos
alrendy oceupled. A= she peered Into
it2 darkencd Ioterlor, the shndow re
wolved Itself Into a clonked and masked
She shrank back,
snld a volee,

figure,
“Fater. madame,”
The figure appalled her. It wag not
suffiefent to know thut behind the
horrifving tnsk which covered the en-
{Ire fuce und head, there was o hu-

man fgure, human pulses that beat,
humnn eyes that appraised hor,  She
hosliated.

“Qulckly d the valee,

She gt In, shrinking Into n corper
of the curringe. Her lips were dry,
I

I m efnlly, wi
eloth over hier eyes,
I al ir very ¢lose gl knotted |
helbmd, o the act his ngers togeluwd
lert f gl she felt them eold aml
clommy. ‘The contact sickened ler,

“Your homd, madame,”

Shy ledd out of the enrringe, and |
pernss Soft curth, 0 devious  eotnrse
euln though they avelded smnll
uhsiacles, Onee her foot  toneched

it low s harl, Hke marble, |

Azuin, in the dorkness, they stumblod

She knew where she |
a  graveyard® DBt |
oWere mny

S oapen space, the opening of 8

|an enemy,

| Its burden of taxation grew

nbout the [ '

gute or door that squenked softly, a
It of stops that led downward, and
hreath of wusty, eold ale, dmp sl
| AT
At l il in unbeoken silenee, she
knew that they bhoad eotered o large
LY, (WiTaly ootstups o langer
| i ! d Her g v
WilHed ¥ | pin] nt Iast paus- |
1. relensing her hand sl Tell ngain
I togeb of s clumpy tingers s e
utled the knots of her bapdages, Il )
took 1t off,
At first she could see Httle. When |

Her eyes grew accnstomed, she mude |

the scene slowly.

ot

A great  stone  vault, s walls |
roken Into erypts which had con-
tidied cuskets of the dend, But the
vuskets had been removed, and were

corner, and in the niches
were rilles, In the center wus o pine
tuble, curiously incongruous, and ou
it writing muterinls, a cheap clock,
and u pile of doenuments, There were
twao candles only, and these were stock
in skulls—old brown skulls o infinite-
ly removed from ull semblance to the
human that they were not even hor-
ribile, It was as if they hudd heen used,
not (o lnsplre terror, but becuuse they
were ot hund and convenient for the
purpose, In the shadow, raoged in a
sitnietrele, were nlne figures, all mo-
tionless, nll mwoasked, and clonked in
black, They sat, another Incongrulty,
on pluin wooden chairs. But in splte
of that they were figures of dread.
The one who bhad brought her muade
the tenth,

Hud she not known the past reeord
of the men before her, the rather opern
bouffe setting with which they «iose
to surround themwselves might huve
aroused her scorn, But Olga Loschek
koew too much., She guessed shrewd-
ly that, with the cluss of men with
whom they dealt, it wus pot enough
that thelr npme spelled tervor.  They
must visunlize It. They bad taken
their cue from that very church, in-
deed, beneath which they hid. The
church, with Its shrines and Images,
appealed to the eye. They, too, ap-
pealed to the eye. Thelr masks, the
curefully coostructed and upheld
mystery of thelr ldentity, the trappluks
of death about them—Iit was skillfully
done,

Btll no one spoke. The countess
faced them. Only her eyes showed
her nervousness; she stood haughtily,

her head held high. But llke most
women, she could not endure silence
for long, at least the silence of
shrooded figures and Intent eyes.

“Now thut I am here,” she de-
manded, “may I ask why I have been
summaoned 1"

It was Number Seven who replled.
It was Number Seven who, during the
hour that followed, spoke for the oth-
vrs, None moved, or but slightly,
Evidently ull had been carefully pre-
n

plled o n

VLGS0 on the table, countess, You
will find there some papers you will
perhaps recognize,”

She took & step toward the table
and glunced down, The code book
lny there. Also the letter she had sent
by Peter Niburg. She made no effort
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The Countess Faced Them,

If these

o the ithoritle
rigestl hor

. Ny WOr Seven rose,

HEV | spoke ot length In o

ity Iftoned volce, The

listening, felt

papers nre turned
whnnlders Ani

n tall ¢

the

inr, ns were the busning
b the mask,

"y e madame,” he

“th you will
’ indttes of ten to use those

with

hope,
mnke |t

o0
Pap— W

Wi

have no quurrel
wish rmnther o friend than

The committee of ten, to

| those who know [ts motives, lins the

highest and most loyal of ldenls—to
the country.”

[Tis volee took on & new, nhnost a
funntle note. They had wntched the
al deeny of the country, he sald,
greater

each yenr, The masses sweaied
tolled, to cdrey on thele baneks the dead
welght of the aristocracy uand the
The iron hand of the chnneel-
lor held everything; an old King who

ottld die, wias dying now, and nfter
thiet o bov, nominul ruler only, while
the ehanecllor continned lis hard role.
And now, us if that were not enough,

ns talk of an olliance with
Kartin, nn  alllance which, earried

throngh, would destroy the hope of a

repubilie,

The countess stired,

“he price of the allinnce, madume,
I'rineess Hedwig In o muarringe.
The committee, which knows all
things, helleves that you have reason
to dislike this marriage.”

S8ave that she clutched her cloak
more closely, the countess made no
move, But there was n soft stir among
figures, Perhaps, after all, the
committee ns o whole did not know all
things.

“To prevent this allinnce, madame,
% our first aim. There are others to
follow. . But"—he bent forward—"the
king will not live many days, It is
our hope that that marrisge will not
occur before his death,”

By this time Olgan Loschek knew
very well where she stood, The com-
mittee was propitintory. She was not
in danger, suve us it might develop,
They were, In o measure, putting thelr
Cuse.

“King Kuarl has broken falth before,
He will not support Livonia until he
has received his price. He Is de-
termined on the marringe.”

“A marringe of expediency,”
the countess imputiently.

The speaker for the committee
shtugged his shoulders, “Perhaps,” he
replied,  “Although there nre those of
us who think that in this matter of
cxpedieney, Korl gives more than he
receives.

“Ihe mutter Hes thus, madame, The
chaneellor is now in Karpln. Doubt-
less e will return with the agreement
signedd,  We shall learn that In a day
ot #0, We do npot approve of this

fs the

sald

fntend to take steps to prevent It
The paper itself Is nothing, Bot
plainly, countess, we need a friend in
the pulace, one who Is In the coon-
fidence of the royal famlily.”

“And for such friendship, I am to
secure safety 7"

“Yes, madame. But that Is not all.

stand with us, We have, supporting
us, certanin bodles,
guilds, a part of the student body, not

wish,
would exchange the emblem of
tyranny  for freedom, On the an-
pouncement of the king's death, In
every part of the kingdom will go v
the cry of liberty. But thy movement
must start here. The eitf must rise
neninst the throme, And hgninst that
there are two obstacles.”/ He paused.
The clock ticked, and yater dripped
into the tin pall with mepllic splashes,
“The first Is this marrjige. The sec-
ond—is the Crown PrPet Ferdinand
William Otto.
The countess recoiljd. “Nol"

i
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ulliunce for various reasons, and we,

Let me tell you briefly how things y, the
workingmen's

so much of the army as we would pe wyrped to you,”
Dissatisfled folk, mudeme, 'ho'
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Cattle and Hog Breeders, Chicken Raisers, Live Stock

~and Tobacco Dealers of Breckinridge County,

Planters Hall Stock Farm

Glen Dean, Ky.
Polled Durham Cattle. Poland
China Hogs. Short Horn
Cattle. Hampshire Sheep

Have won 1000 Ribhbons at State Fairs
Past Five Years

Stock Farm

| Progilater .
Glen Dean, Ky,

Polled Durham a'd Shorthorn
Cattle. Duroc Jersey Hogs

Dealer In Leaf Tobacco

Glen \iqll_elz

Valley Home Stock Farm

W. J OWEN & SONS, Proprielens

Hardinsburg, Ky., Route 1

Poland China Hogs a Specially

Polled Durham Cattle

G. P. MAYSEY. Proprictor
BREEDER OF i

Registered Duroc Jarsey Rogs.

Hardinsburg,' Ky.. Route 2.

C. V. ROBERTSON,

Hardinsburg, Ky.

| DEALER iN
High-Class Horses, Mules,
Fine Saddle and Harness
Horses. J
IT WILL PAY YOU TO VISIT MY STABLESJ

Thos. O’Donoghue
Dealer in and Breeder of

Polled Durham and Shorthorn Cattle, I'\lkI|
land China Hogs and Plymouth
Rock Chickens

Hardinsburg, Ky., Route 1

Parsk Place
. N. Lyddan

Farmer and Feeder
Irvington, Ky.
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him scornfully. “You do my ([nfelll-
genee smnll honor.” |

*“Where pegeeful methods will avall,
our methods are penceful, madame” |

“It was, then, In peace that you mur-
dered Prince Hubert 3

“The errors of the past ure
Then, with o new sternness:  “Make
no mistake. Whether throngh your
ageney or anpther, eountess, when the |
cathedral beil rouses the city to the
king's death, and the people walt in
the pluce for their new king to come
out on the haleony, he will not come.”

The countess wns not entirely bad,
Standing swaving and white-faced be-
fore the tribunal, saw suddenly |
the golden head of the little -'<ru\\‘nf
prinee, him smiling ag he had
smiled that day In the sunlight, saw |
it troubled and forlorm as he had )|
been when, that very evening, he had
left them to go to his lonely rooms.
Perhaps she reached the biggest mo-
ment of her life then, when she folded
her arms and stared prendly at the
ghrouded figures before her,

“T will not do It,” she =aid,

ut Number Seven remained impaos-
sive. “A new Ildea, countess!™ he xalldl
suavely. “I enn understund that your
henrt recolls. PBut this thing s Ip-
| evitable, as I have snld. Whether you
'or another—but perhaps with time to
think you may come to another con-
clusion. We make no threats. Our
position 1s, however, one of responsi-
bility. We are compelled to place the

- future of the republic before every
' other consideration.”

“Thut Is n threat™

“We remember both our friends and
Lour epemles, modame, And we have
only friends and enewmles, There is no

II|
past” |
|
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% Crowding the Telegraph
Wires Every Day

Undoubtedly We Have Entered Upon
the Most Momentous Months in
the History of the Universe.

THE HOWARD FARMS

Shorthorn Cattle
Duroc Hogs
Hampshire Sheep

Glen Dean, - Ky.

Beard Bros.

Hardinsburg, Ky.
Dealers in

Live Stock and
Tobacco

The Webster. Stock Farm

RARRY W, NORTON, Dwner

Farmer, Dealer, Breeder and Feeder of

Hereford and Jersey Cattle

Webster, RKy.

This Space for Sale

e o ot T e o s e
b e ple

News Is

g

the Courier-Journal

+4

The World Revolves Around Newspapers—If &
You Want the News and All the_DNgy
While It Is Really News, You must Read }

Every Day.

every day but Sunday by

| middle course, If you would like time
to think it over—" |

I “How much time?' She clutched at |
the words, i

| “Women vary,” sald Number Seven |
wockingly. “Some determige quickly.

‘Otlw.ro—-“

| “Muay I have a month?

“During which the king may diel
Alas, madame, it 1 vow you who do
us too little honor!”
| #A week?" begged the countess
desperately. ]

The leader glayced along the line,
One heand after guother nodded slow-

Iy.
| %A week It s, madame, OComrade
Flvel" !

| The one who Bad brought her came
forward banduge,

| “At the of one week, madame,
a flacre s tonight, be walting

of the Wise Virgins."
“ these papers?”

bowed, and returned to his chalr,
ve for the movements of the mun
/vho placed the bandage over her eyes,
there was asbeolute silence In the
rooin,
- L L L] L - L]
Prince Ferdinnnd Willlam Otto wuas
supremely happy. Three guite dellght-

year.
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The Breckenridge News has made a clubbing
arrangement with the Courier-Journal by which £
people of this section may get the Courier-Journal

ridge News both a full year for $6.00. The Daily
Courier-Journal alone costs subscribers $5.00 p._.'r

Its news and views are not ex- &
celled by any publication anywhere.
order through The Breckenridge News.

RPROTECT YOUR EARNINGS

Having ready cash for sudden emergencies is possible
only when you have saved a part of your salary or
wages. Start with a small deposit if necessary. In-
crease it as you can and soon you will have a substan-
tial interest-bearing account, and a feeling of safety,
contentment, pride and independence.
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